51S         THE     DON     FLOWS     HOME
smile, letting her head fall back, and pulling the blanket
around her legs as though she were cold.                           -*
An hour later she took a turn for the worse. She beckoned
the children to her, embraced them, signed the cross over
them, kissed them, and asked her mother to take them to
her. LuMnichna entrusted the children to Aggripina, and-
remained with her daughter,
Natalia closed her eyes and said as though delirious :
" I can't see him like that. . . ." Then, as though she
had remembered something, she sharply raised herself on
the bed and asked : " Bring Mishatka back."
The tear-stained Aggripina pushed the boy into the room,
and remained, quietly moaning, in the kitchen.
Sullen, with the Melekhovs* ungracious look, Mishatka
timidly came into the room. The sharp change which had
occurred in his mother's face made her almost a stranger,
unrecognisable. Natalia drew her son towards her, and felt
his heart fluttering swiftly, like that of a trapped sparrow.
" Bend down to me, little son !  Closer ! " she asked.
She whispered something into his ear, then pushed him
away, questioningly gazed into his eyes, compressed her
quivering lips and, forcing a miserable, tormented smile,
asked him :
" You won't forget ? You'll tell him ? "
" I shan't forget." Mishatka clutched his mother's fore-
finger, squeezed it in his hot little fist, held it tightly for a
second, then let it go. As he stepped away from the bed, for
some reason he walked on tiptoe, balancing himself with his
arms.
Natalia watched him to the door, then silently turned to
the wall.
She died at noon.